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; SLOPER’S DOMESTIC TROUBLES. 

“I deeply regret to say that Mamma has had a very serious attack of Jackson Fever, and backed by the recent decision in the Court of Appeal, has, 
to all intents and purposes, set Poor Papa completely at defiance. The row commenced through Pa mildly remarking that the Irish Stew did not contain 
the amount of onions that a man in his position was entitled to. At this, Mamma bounced up from the table, and after denunciating man in general, and 
onions tn particular, left the house for ever. At least, that’s what she said. Papa is busy on a new work, which he calls ‘Downtrodden Man. ”?__TooTsi£. 


BOGIES. 


————— 


ON October 13th, 1619, two of the Worshipful Commis- 
sioners of the Long Parliament took possession of the Royal 
Falace at Woodstock, accompanied by one Giles Sharp, their 
clerk, otherwise known as Joseph Collins, or “ Funny Joe,” 
and Funny Joe presently led them a pretty dance. 

They took up their residence in the King's own rooms, 
' made his ab onaiaber their kitchen, his council hall th-ir 
pete and his dining room their wood yard, which they 
| filled with logs cut from what was called the Royal Oak— 
not the oak Charles I]. hid in, but a favourite tree of his 
father's. The first two days they heard some strange noises 
in the house that they could not account for. On the third, 
when they were sitting down to business, a great black dog 
entered the room, and. after howling dismally, mysteriously 
disappeared no one could say how. The next day the chairs 
and tables began to dance about, the inkstand was over- 
turned and the papers scattered on the floor, the logs of 
the tree were hurled into the room, and there was. the 
sound of heavy footsteps overhead in empty rooms they 
had locked up. That night the two commissioners were 
awakened by the jolting of their beds, which next morning 
were found to be cracked and broken. 
Next night they left the candles burning, but these all 


PITCH AND TOSs. 


1, Brnshead was an artist, who ought to have 2. Well, Brushead was fond of scouring the country 3. Suddenly a lond bellowing is heard, followed hy a 


been hung, but wasn't —of course, we mean inthe — in search of fine pieces of landscape. One day he rushing sound, and the artist finds himself propelled suddenly went out with asulphurous smell, and then camea 
Koval Academy. The whys and wherefores of spotter! as grand view as one could wish to set eves through the air ata frightful pace, Bruslead s sketching shower of wooden trenchers, half a dozen of which battered 
tue mutter we won't euter iuto bere, on. Seating himself um tue feuce, he begins to sketch. days are now a thing of tue past, the head of one comumissivucr, who had Leen rash enough to 


129 


pop it up above the clothes, Next night the candles went vut 
again, and this time pewter trenchers flew about, and “their 
honours received many cruel blows.” Many times, also, this same 
night they heard “the forcible falling of faggots by their bedside, 
but in the morning no faggots were found there; no dishes or 
trenchers were there seen either; but Giles attested by the arrang- 
ing in the pantry they had assuredly been taken thence, and after 
pat there again.” The next day and night passed quietly, but the 
ollowing night the candles went out again, the clothes were pulled 
off the beds, and “the bricks, without any wind, were thrown off 
the chimney-pots into the midst.” Next night, the lights out 
again, and, trembling in the dark, the unhappy commissioners 
counted sixty-four logs of wood being flung into their bedroom, 
none of which, however, were found there in the morning. 
Next night there was heard a fearful smashing of glass, which 
fell all over the room, though the windows were found to be whole 
in the morning. Of the next two days no record has been kept ; 
but, on the third, at midnight, the candles having gone out,a ghost 
watked through the bedroom and flung open the window. Then 
great stones poured in on the floor, to the number of fourscore, and 
then there were two tremendous explosions, and the tiles fell off 
the roof and the window-glass fell out,and the two poor gentlemen 
and their servants gave themselves up for lost and cried out for help. 
Next night something came into the room and flung about the 
warming-pan, and a shower of stones and horses’ bones followed, 
The next night, November Ist, things reached a climax—an explo- 
sion in the fireplace biew the burning logs all over the room and 
on to the beds, Then their honours were soused with green stink- 
ing water. The whole neighbourhood was alarmed, “and the very 
rabbit stealers that were abroad that night in the warren were so 
frightened at the dismal thundering, that they fled for fear and left 
their ferrets behind them.” One of their honours now asked the 
Bogie, in God's name, what it was and why it came? but no answer 
was given, and their honours and the neighbours joined in prayer 


and sang psalms, the disturbances still continuing in the other 
rooms, Seemingly, their honours next day packed upand departed, 
but it was many years later, and after the toration, that Fanny 


Joe, alias Giles Sharp, ventured to tell the story of these wild 
prenks in which the other servants, cavaliers in disguise, 
helped him. 


* & e * . e 
“Billiam,” murmured the Blue Eyed Bubble, “if a spirit was to 
enter the habitation of the Old and Ancient Ahatomical Curi- 
osity iid 
“Tt does,” said Billiam, “by the io Unsweetened.’” 
(Next week, “A Lively Linendraper.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 

*° Correapor dents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea geure envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submit 


ed. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


POLLY SoMERS.— We know not, pretty Polly ——CoMEDIAN.— 
ALLY regrets his inability to accede to your wishes, You don't 
think small pommes de terre 2, year’, do you 7——W, ELTHAM. 
—Thanks for is be shoe for Relics. A little (h)oof for the “Poor 
Appeal” would also be welcome.——IN DouBt.—The letters stand 
Jor Pioneer of Purity, of course. Are not the Eminent's actions 
and sentiments as pure and refreshing as What-d'ye-call-em's 
cova, and as unadulterated as Thing-em-a-jig’s mustard ?- 
NorAH (Antrim).— Yes; every week. By the ig are you any 
connection of the Pride of Kildare ?—— BERTIE EVANS.— Good 
Evans! you don't say so, You must be joking.—H. JELLICOE.— 
1. We don't know the composer. 2. You profess to be a musician 
and say you attend concerts and all those sorts of functions and 
never heard “Mother Bids Me Cut My Corns.” ‘ou have, intleed, 
existed in vain—AN OLD SLOPERITE.—Juat so; but Job didn't 
lire in the days of Watch Competitions —HERBERT JEFFERIES 
— Your sketches received ; many thanks. They show such a refresh- 
ing originality and such a charming disregard of any of the recog- 
nized principles of art. We never before regretted want of space 
so much,——F RANK OWEN.— You're a nica young man fora small 
muffin scramble, you are-——ONE WHO WILL NO LONGER, ETC. 
— Youur epistle is certainly a prize aperemee of paneoes pemmenet ly) 
vulgar abuse, unreasonable twaddle and execrable grammar. 
slnonymity and cowardice in your case are synonymous, 

a 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 
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History repeats itself—the new matehlock 
rest is coming in again. Young Thingamy, 
who smokes t giganticas, invariably car- 
ries one about with him. 


from 


Forwarded to any P of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-free : 
3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Monthe, 3s. 3d.; 12 Monthe, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C: 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RuE DE LA BANQUE. 


£1:1:0 
And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT" will be given for the 
Correct Answer to the following Riddle :-— 


“WHY DID THE QUEEN GO TO GRASSE?” 


Please write on Post-Cards only, and address— 
“THE IMPECUNIOUS BATTY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 
*,* The List will close TUESDAY, APRIL 21sT, 1891. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—>— 

“OH, Charlie,” said a fair creature toa male thing in a dimly 
lighted cosy corner, “I do so hope you will be hung.” [t did sound 
funny, certainly ; but, on further investigation, we discovered that 
the “male thing” was an artist who had just informed the “ fair 
creature” that he had that day sent in his chef d'eurres to the 
Academy. *\° 


Swell, Oh, dwash it all, it’s weally disgusting, no 
cwedit for anything. 


* Patient's Husband ie dentist who is preparing to administer 
ether), What is ether, Mr. Drawell ? 

Fs a Chemically speaking, sir, ether is the purest form of 
alcohol. 

Husband (with horror). Alcohol! Then my wife won't have 
anything to do with it. Iam the President of Slocum Podger 
Total Prohibitionists, and I could not think of such a thing. 
(To wife.) |t won't hurt very much more, my dear ; besides, it wili 
save five shillings. ane 

* 


“MEN drink,” said Jones, “to drown memory.” “I wish to 
Jehoshaphat you'd just take the pledge fora fortnight, then I should 
have some chance of getting that hand over hand crop of borrowed 
half-dollars from you,” sai Brown, 

* 


“TOOK here, conductor,” said ‘an old lady on a tramear; “I've 
bonght a ticket to Greenwich, and I've just remembered I want to 
make a call at New Cross, will this ticket allow me to break my 
journey and get off there?" “It will allow you to get off there, 
mum," returned the conductor ; “but it won't allow you to get on 
agin without paying extry.” 


A POULTRY FANCIER. ny began 
“Then he winks the other eye.” got the best o 


er 


‘ This 


laying at poker. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 364.—The “ Hand Bells" Costume. 


Wiitechapel, ordered a 


neat Spring suit of his tailor, 
“and ain't he got it, neither.” 


one—haw—will give me 


Saucy Cousin. Gracious me, Charlie, how can you say so ?—you forget your tailor, 
ee ee 


Jupkins had stayed out tilla late hour 


When he got home 
playing at poker, too, and 
t Cs 


itleman, who hails 


(Saturday, April 18, 1891, 


“THERE was tne usual amount of marrying and firing in 
marriage last Sunday, but in one church in the east of London 
there was nearly a disturbance. The verger observed an old man 
of about sixty toddling up the aisle with a young girl of about 
sixteen on his arm. “The font is at the other end, sir,” Folitely 
whispered the verger. “Font!” repeated t!.e old man. “ What do 
you mean? What do I want with the font?” “Oh,I beg your 
pardon, sir!" answered the verger; “I thought p'raps you'd 
rought that little girl to be christened ! ” — 
[And then the organ played, and about time it did, tool 


s 
Buns and blossoms on the trees, 
Soft and sweet the western breeze, 
Now's the time for love to please 
Pretty maid, pretty maid. 


“ A-done! a-done!” the rustic cries, 

No more the swain his courting tries— 

She's been and blacked his lovely eyes 
I'm afraid. I'm afraid, 


s 
WILLIAM has been steeped once more in melancholy. He must 
have been bad that other night when he shied his stick into the 
fountain basin in Trafalgar Square, and sang out, “ Hi, there, fetch 
it!” to the nearest lion, as he took’it for his favourite puodle, and 
wanted it hitched in just sharp. 
ses. 


* 
HE loved her can loved her well. All innocence and 
-weetness and young blushing loveliness she sat upon his knee. 
Vhat mattered it. The sun was glowing inthe West. She loved 
sim. He loved her. But a week would pass before they met 
gain, She starts—a wild cry—she flings her lovely arms around 
‘is neck and sobs, What convulsion of ecstatic love! “Shut 
“up, you old second-hand marrow-bone, If that feller was 
‘Bliged to carry a gold toothpick on his watch-chain he necdn't 
nave left it open all the same.” *\° 


Jones. Don't you think the hair grows more rapidly ct sea tha: 
it does ashore? 

Sloper. Of course it does! Why, I remember when I was in the 
bask and the bluejackets were only allowed to go on shore once a 
week, the men's wives, instead of waiting on the Hard, where thc 
men landed, would congregate outside the barber's, because they 
couldn't recognize their own husbands until they had been shaved, 
it’s a fact, sir! “ 

THE most gal admired youth as ever I heard tell of was William 
—our William. Why, when he went for a stroll, so many sweet 
girls winked at him that a cove who went behind him to pick the 
eyelashes up that fell off, in only three weeks started in a camel's 
hair brush factory without a cent of capital. 1 hate exaggeration as 
a rule, but—— ee 

* 


“How is McGooseeley getting on?” asked Scribbler. “Oh, he 
manages to keep his head above water,” replied Jones. “Yes, and 
a darned long way above it | should think, from the amount of 
dirt there was on it the last time I saw him.” 

-* 


s 
RUMBLELY, rumblely ti, 
Jenny and Popsy and | 
Went out for a drink, 
And, what do you think? 
Nobody, nobody nigh. 


Rumblely, rumblely ti, 
Jenny I kissed, oh, my! 
But Popsy so jealous, 
What did she tell us, 
“I'l give you a one in the eye.” 
*,* —Tennyson and Tea, 


It is understood that Mr. Augustus Harris is going to turn 
Olympia into Venice in London, with real canals and gondolicrs 
lying for hire. This is just as it should be. After having been 
rozen over so long asa skating rink it is only right and proper 
that it should thaw into water with the warm weather. 
ss 


s 

IT's really wonderful how the razor edge of sentiment gets worn 
off after a gallon or two of married life. The girl who wouldn't ag 
much as touch the tip of her tootsie, in the presence of him she 
loved, with her parasol, two years after she was married would think 
nothing of sitting in curl papers with a chunk of cold pie in her 
mouth, and—yes, sitting on the copper lid, which she had stuck 
over a pail full of water,in which a brace of drowning kittene 
were going to the last home—the bloom of the rose does fade 
a bit some journeys—you bet ! ++ 


“Many, my dear,” said Mrs. Clamberbump to her niece, “just 
look round and see if ree can find may rbethe lea.” “ Do you know 
where you put ‘em, Aunt?” asked Mary. “Yes, my dear,” said 
Mrs. C., “ but I can't remember.” “Oh, then, it’s no use my look- 
ing for’'em. I can always find’em when you don’t know where 
théy are, but if you've put ‘em anywhere, nobody can find them 
but yourself.” os 


“Was that your new mash that has Bs gone out?” inquired 
Blanche. “Yes, dear,” replied her friend Julia. “I've just hada 
letter from mine,” said Blanche, “Which would you rather have, 
a kiss or a letter?” asked Julia. “Why, a letter, you goose, of 
course! See how much more useful it is in the event of any sub- 
sequent misunderstanding.” +8 


“Dip he kiss her very often?” JI should think so! Why, the 
friction was so great that it not only burnt all the skin off her lips, 
but actually melted the gold plate of her false teeth, so that they 
fell out and got smashed on t e pavement. 

s 
MARCH winds and April showers ; 
Kitty's late, and after hours, 
Kitty, do not sulk and pout 
"Cos she’s stopped your Sunday out. 


Wait till April rain clouds flee ; 

Think of Greenwich shrimps and tea! 
The sergeant then, on whom ae dote, 
Your oof will spend to rinse his throat. 


* 

DEAR Mrs. SLOPER,—Would you kindly spare us jest a few 
branches off your lilac bush in the back yard, ‘cos Esmeralda has 
been a-misbehavin’ of herself, and we're most anxious to give her 
what 4, and a little over? Yours obediently, 

CHARLOTTE ANNE SNOOKS. 


DEAR Mrs. SNooKs,—Not if I knows it—so there! Apart from 
motives of humanity, you keep them small ‘uns of yours so 
hungry that they're that hard and bony they'd kick the lilac to 
bits ; and we're short of ‘em, ‘cos when we're run close they comes 
in handy for stay busks. Yours and to spare, MRs. SLOPER. 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next pieture to be giren to one of the readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HAUP-HOLI- 
DAY,” ts an otl painting by ARTHUR HACKER, measuring 64 in, x 42 in., in a 
splendid gold Jrame, and entitled 


ce 
FORSAKEN .?’’ 
Make ONE APPLICATION ONLY. by sending an Envelope with this announee- 
ment inclosed, together with your Name and Address, any time be ore June 30th. 
Addressa—“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION.” 
“TUE SLOPERIKS,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.O. 


%_° This Picture ts on View every day between 10 a.m. and 6 p.m., except Saturn 
days, when the hours are 10 a.m, and 1 p.m. 


Saturday, April 18, 1891.) 
TOOTSIE AND TED. 


—— 


“ ALBERT EDWARD,” said I, in surprise, “you here? Why, you're 

iquitous |" 
aries sn't RH. The P***** of W**** after all, but Ted Swan- 
bonough. Says he, “ Tootsie, my dear 
girl, would you like a box?” He 
didn’t mean a glove scramble on 
Queensberry Rules, you know, but a 
partitioned otf place where the select 
recline gracefully, note the progress 
of an entertainment with a languid 
smile, and occasionally place the 
hands together in token of approval. 

There was lots to approve of that 
night at the London Pavilion— or 
Pav. as some of its most regular cus- 
tomers delight tocall it—a real brave 
show of over aba “turns,” includ- 
ing most of the big modern music 
hall talent. 

I must say I delight in the modern 
music hall, which, | sup is 80 very 
unlike the slow, old shows of days 
gone by. It fills one with joy to read 
on Sunday the little ads. of the fair 
female contingent on the last e of 
the Kra—of Jenny Hill, “the 
Vital Spark ”; Bessie Bellwood 
“the Guileless Daughter of 
Erin”; Katie Lawrence, “the 
Butterfly Queen” (registered); 
Marie Loftus, “she comes high, 
but we must have her" ; Eunice 
Vance, “ it’s just a little way we 
girls have got”; The Sisters 
Santley, “familiar in our 
mouths as household words” ; 
The Sisters Gould, “the admired 
of all admirers”; The Sisters 
Govetti, “gems of harmony”; 
The Sisters London, “the handsomest and best dressedpair on the 
stage”; The Sisters Levy, “in face and form combined”; Lizzie 
Vanrose, “still me and always scoring”; Dais: Hughes 
“always the principal boy”; Annie Howe, “the handsome an 
stylish” ; Frankie Milton, “the flower of the flock”; Rose Hamil- 
ton, “the oe picture”; Ada Brighton, “the brilliant little 
lady"; and Our Liz., “the only champion lady clog dancer.” 

But to come back to the point—to the Pav. and the company 
there assembled. At the top of the list figures Dan Leno, the 
nimblest of dancers and drollest of drolls, Then comes Prince 
Mignon, the smallest man 
in the world, whom that 
night Edward Swan- 
borough very serpy intro- 
duced to the audience, and 
then the monstrous Chang- 
tu-Sing filled a large lump 
of thestage. It is needless 
to say that “Our Bessie” 
brings them out with her 
pres little warblings and 

its of tea-table talk. Wal- 
ter Andrews does a good 
turn; and Sam Redfern's 
nigger patter causes roars 
of laughter. Charles Col- 
lette hasa wonderfully neat 
stvle about him, and looks 
very much like Charles 
Mathews must have been, 
on the stage, but that was 
rather before your Tootsie’s 
time. Alice Leamar's songs 
and dances are uncom- 
monly catching; and Al- 
bert Chevalier scores heay- 
ily with his coster serenade 
and other artistic imper- 
sonations, Billee Barlow 
has a pretty frock and a 
taking style. As spine- 
twisters and limb-distort- 
ers, the Donaldson Bro- 
thers take the wriggle; and 
Francois de Blanche shows 
up the coujuring fakes 
sminsingiy. harles Big- 
nell is a favourite; and Lottie Collins sings and dances capitally, 
and her “ Whistling Coon" is grand. Brown, Newland and Le Clerq 
get a lot of fun out of theirsketches ; and you may be sure Flo Bil- 
ton’s musical efforts are appreciated. Millie Hylton has a refined 
manner,and Alice Maydue hits home. Harry Freeman's songs have 
a lot of goin them. Mr. and Mrs. Watson are sketch artistes, who 
make their mark, Ben Nathan, you may be sure, is all there ; and 
the Acrobatic Bonhairs do some clever business. And now | think 
I have touched on all the items in what is a big and booming bill, 
and I should advise you, as soon as may be, to go and see what the 
Pavilion proprietors have to show. 

What a wondrous change, as | began by 
saying, this sort of thing is to that of the 
long, long ago! In Ma’s library there is 
a volume of “The Spouter’s Album,” and 
in it are some of the songs that were sun 
at Vauxhall,The Rotunda, Evans’, Rhodes 
The Finish, and many other places o 
public resort. In the comic ones the Vs 
are all put where the Ws should be, and 
the Ws where the Vs ought to come in. 
Whoever, in the world, talked such a jar- 

on out of a comic song or comic r? 

obody, really, I feel certain. And then, 
at the end of the verses, those terrible 
choruses — “ Ri-fol-de-lol !” “ Ri-too-ra- 
loo!” “ Fal-ral-ral-de-ri!"’ and “ Whack- 
row-de-dow !” Goodness me ! where does 
the laugh come in? I have read page 
after page without finding it, and am 
how quite sleepy. 

By the way, your Tootsie is nothing if 
not generous, and when Ted Swan- 
borough gave me a box | offered a 
seat to the ancient Dook; but, to 
my surprise, he declined, on the 
unds that conscience reminded 
im that while Poor Pa has been 
doing so much for the necessitous 
r by his “Chistmas Appeal, he, 
nook, has done nothing, so he has 
sworn off cigarettes and drinks—at 
his own expense—in order to save 
his farthings im aid of the good 
cause, with what good result to 
will see vr a glance at page 127 
col. 2; but he could not refrain from 
pouring upon me a torrent of remin- 
Pet iscence ot charmers that are now 

Quiring to the young-eyed cherubims.” At a Promenade Con- 
cert, it must be, as cherubims do not sit down, ina yeoers way, says 


eel Billy, who always pretends to be very learned in these 
mbuers, 


Chang and Prince Miguvu. 


Charles Collette, 


| 
i} 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, and post it to:— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


“ Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” April 48th, 4894. 


Addis 2 


Age___...Occupation, if any ............. eee ee 2 


How many times applied «0... cece 


How long a Purchaser of} 
the “Half-Holiday"’ 


The List for this week will close on Tuesday evening net, 
9g “pe Qlst. The List for pent llth will be published in the 
“ Hatr-HoLipay” for April 25th, 


245th WEEK. 
LIST FOR APRIL 4th. 


“ Sloper” Watches have been given to the following :— 


1, GEORGE GREY, Plumber, 99 Great Dover Street, Borough. Age, 27 years. 
Subseriber—since commencement, LONDON. 

2. Miss A. PANTHER, 90 Mayfield Road, Dalston. Age, 19 years, Subscriber 
—since commencement. LONDON. 

3. BENJAMIN EVES, Export Shipping Foreman, 7 Custom Street, Victoria 
Docks. Age, 51 years. Subscriber—é6 years, 41 weeks. LONDON. 

4. THOMAS MASON, Cual Agent, 40 Raikes Ruad. Age, 30 years, Subscriber 
—since October, 1884. CKPOOL. 

5. Mrs. L. M. NEWALL, Teacher, Schoolhouse. Age, 26 years. Subscriber— 
Pa! 51 weeks, CERNE ABBAS. 
6. JO. CHALMERS, Sergt. 3rd B.R.S. Regiment, the Barracks. Age, 
Subseriber—since April, 1885, CHICHESTER. 

7. WILLIAM L, BARNES, Fitter, Railway Cottages. Age, 33 years, Sub- 
scriber--over 6 years, CRIANLARICH (Perthshire). 

8. CHARLES HANSON, Clerk, Navenby. Age, 37 years. Subscriber—6 years, 
45 weeks, (Near) GRANTHAM. 

9. HENRY LIBBY, Coastguard, Coastguard Station. Age, 37 years. Sub- 
scriber—6 years, 4 months, 3 weeks. HASTINGS. 

10. Mrs. E. HART, 38 Wellington Lane. Age, 32 years. Subscriber—since 
March, 1884. HULL. 

11, HENRY ROBERT DAVIS, Postman, Burbag. Age, 22 years. Subscribae— 
since November, 1884. MARLBOROUGH. 

12. T. PIKE, Publican, “St. Luke's Tavern.” Age, 41 years. Subscriber— 
si SALFORD. 


ince No. 3. y 
13. GEORGE LINCOLN, Coachman, Stoney Tho Age, 34 years. Subscriber 
since October, 1884. rahidaniie ™ SOUTHAM. 


—since October, 5 
14. RICHARD COLLINS, Floorcloth Printer, New Street, London Road. Age 
24 years. Subscriber—since commencement, STAINES. 
15. T. W. GERMANEY, Mariner, 28 Cross Street. Age, 63 years. Babee 


rs. Subscriber—6 years. (Near) WARRINGTON. 
18. JOHN HARDWICK, Billposter, 19 Dover Street. Age, 32 fargo Subscriber 
—since No. 1. WEST STLEPOOL. 
19, JAMES PASCOE, Carpenter, Laurel Cottage, Chapelhay Street. Ag, 31 
years. Subscriber—6 years, 10 weeks. WEYMOUTH. 
20, R. NEVILLE FOSTER, Violinist, 17 Hutchinson Street. 21 
Subscriber—since January, 1885, IDN 


HOW TO BECOME A WEATHER PROPHET. 


1F you really wish to learn how the weather's like to turn, 
ust give me your attention for a minute; 
a. and fathom, if you can, my subtle little plan— 
’m sure you will confess there’s something in it! 
You take your morning's Times: you skip debates and 
crimes, 
And soon you find a curious little picture, 
With cabalistic signs and lots of dots and lines, 
Which with grave mixed doubts is likely to afflict yer. 


———— it you will find, if you're not completely 


nd, 
A list which some suppose to be prophetical. 
When this list you once perceive, you must straightway 
disbelieve, ; 
At risk of being thought to be heretical ; 
You with some attention scan my simple little plan 
(I'll explain it in a clear and very terse way) : 
You immediately prepare to take the statements there, 
And read them in exactly the reverse way. 


If ‘tis said it will be fine, and the sun will brightly shine 
In the neighbourhood of London and the Channel, 
You make a mental! note to put on your thickest coat 
And swathe yourself from top to toe in flannel. 
The same rule will apply if you find it will be dry 
All over England, South-East, and in London: 
Be sure it will be damp; don’t go without a gamp; 
If you do, you're pretty certain to be undone. 


If ‘tis said ‘twill snow or rain, you take my rule again, 
And array yourself in thinnest “summer suiting,” 

Sally forth and take the air, uacppreesed by any care: 
"Twill be warm and bright and dry beyond ip ore 

Now, if you should believe that my system will deceive, 
For one short week just make a trial of it : 

After this experiment, your friends, with one consent, 
Will acknowledge you a first-class weather prophet. 


— 


THAT CENSUS AGAIN. 


WHEN Mr. Grumbleton took down the Census paper to fill it in, 
there had been a tiff between him and Mrs. G., which had lasted for 
nearly a week, during which time that excellent woman had main- 
tained a contemptuous silence. “Ah, yes,” soliloquized old Grum- 
bleton, as he filled in the various columns, “ Martha Grumbleton 
—yes—calls herself thirty-five, but she’s filty if she’s a day cigne 
of rising indignation in Mrs. G.)}—yes—humph. Better put her 
down deaf and dumb; and, humph, I think I'd better describe 
myself as a bally idiot, or I should never have married such a 
thing.” This was the last straw; Mra. G. sailed in—the music 
played—and in the struggle the Census paper was torn into little 
pieces, : 


WOouR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S ag enlig sore oS the ser- 
vices @ Graphologist of great skili and talent have engaged. Readers 
pac a delineation of their character must send this announcement, inclosed 
with a letter of mencret (engi signed with the usual signature, and 
by a stamped, addressed jope (with the writer's own address), <All letters must 


be directed to— 
“ALLY SLOPER’S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THB SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.0. 


Answers will be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelopes, No notice wilt 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above regulations, 

Oncing to the enormous number of letters received, Answers cannot be guaranteed 
within a month, but will be forwarded as early as possible, 


° 
yh 


~ 


CALLOUS CAROLINE. 


—_—s>— 


How I loved that girl! Even at the present moment it abso- 
lutely sickens me to think of the amount of good, honest, sterling, 


hall-marked love I 
(ee 


lavishly squandered SES 2 
ee (ge 


—ay! recklessly 
chucked — away, 
figuratively speak- 
ing, upon her electro- 
plat heart. Why, 
the quantity alone, 
leaving quality out 
of the question 
would have suffic 

to keep at least a 
dozen ‘appy ‘omes 
going for a genera- 
tion, allowing a 
mother-in-law to 


each, 

And the miles of 
poetry in which my 
molten passion 
sought to find vent 
(and which, to her 
credit, be it noted 
—together with a 
silver bangle and a 
reci: for curing 
chilblains, all hum- 
ble, though sincere 
tributes of my wor- 
ship—she a ! 
Why, even adm 
ting the man at the 
butter shop paid me 
a bad price per mje ine fey for that heap of deathless rhyme, I 
was, nevertheless, enabled to live decently fora week on the proceeds. 

But, enough of retrospective bewailings! The sum total of evil 
accomplished consists merely of three situations lost, one jaundiced 
soul, one black eye and a like quantity of blighted heart, Merely 
that—nothing more! Ha, ha! 

She, Caroline, was a barmaid of Juno-like proportions; and I, 
Arthur, was—nay,am still—a clerk of colossal—that is to say, finely 
regulated—dimensions, I can, with the merest effort, touch the 
beam at five feet two, The first half-tankard of bitter she drew 
for me at the “Bun and Penholder” sealed my fate. From that 
moment I was doomed. There was no possibility of half-tankards 
—I mean measures—in my case. 

The result was twofold. Caroline smiled upon me, and old Soder, 
my employer, junior partner in the firm of Sope & Soder, whole- 

fp sale  drysalters, 
; called me one 
morning into his 
office. 

“This is your 
work, I believe, 
Mr. Flatbrane,” 
he said, drily, 
placing a letter 

foreme. With 
mingled horror 
and shame I read : 


“Messrs SALT, 
PETRE & Co. 
“My Own 

FonD DARLINGS, 

—We are in re- 

ceipt of your 

favour of Ist inst., 
inclosing draft 
for three hundred 
kisses, payable at 
sight, and have 
placed same to 
vour credit. 

Trusting to merit 

a continuance of 

your pure affec- 


From that moment I was doomed. 


tion, which 
nothing—no, not 
An evening of bliss, even death—can 


sever, we have 
the honour to remain, ew dont devoted slaves, 


PE & SODER (Per A. F.).” 


Five seconds later I was outside the door with a week's screw in 
my pocket, and the memory of old Suder's boot lingering fondly 
around my coat-tails. 

The next day was Caroline's evening out, and right royally I dis- 
bursed that week's screw. It seemed incredible that such an even- 
ing’s bliss should be obtainable for a paltry sixteen shillings; but 
when, after an interchange of undying vows and a final “claret and 
lemonade,” I returned to my modest lodgings the sole proprietor 
of three-halfpence and a lock of my darling’s hair, | felt 1 had not 
lived in vain, 

But the sinews of war were necessary, in order to carry on the 
campaign. 1 procured another situation, and within a fortnight 
was again presented with the freedom of the street. A third was 


obtained with great difficulty, only to be lost in a similar manner ; 

and | grew desperate, for Carrie had commenced to grow cold. 
Meanwhile, a rumour aprend through the “glasses only" com- 
ound favour in her master's eye.and was 


partment that Carrie had 
about to become 
Mrs, Bunand Pen- 
holder. Horror: 
stricken, I taxed 
her with it, and 
she laughed in my 
— age . 
er perfidy, an 
wh ofl y mad 
through lon 
periods of compul- 
sory fasting, I 
uttered loud yells 


wildl: a 
heayy I c pay oe 


the counter. 

The next mo- 
ment I received 
the “chucker- 
out’s” fist in my 
eye, and was de- 

ted upon the 
erbstone amid 
the base plaudits 
of a grinning 
crowd, 

A month later, 
Caroline married 
her master, and Received the “ chucker-out's” fist in my eye. 
on the same day, : ; 
after humble apologies and grovelling explanations, Sope & 
Soder received me again into their drysalting bosom. Tam nowa 
confirmed woman-hater, and to show mea barmaid is like tlaunting 
a red rag in front of a bull. 
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“ Yes, dear, I am just about ce’ 
ting sick of it. Three times lave 
I been jilted. My only ressurce 
now is the policeman that comes to 


“Sorry to hear, Jones, that you are arraigned to appear 
before the magistrates.” 


Jones. Eh? Me, sir? Lor’, no, sir! It’s the hoss as was 


DO YOU NOTICE IT? 
a'reined to a pier, an’ hubstructed the pavement, su the He. thought of disguising myself in the costume of a fooh WELL CAUGHT. court cook. I will marry him.”"— 


vopper said, wu’ so [vot a smmumons, sir! She, Everyune then will recognize you at once. The biggest bite of the season. Extract from Letter of Young.Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A, SLOPER._LEOPOLD DE ROTHSCHILD, Eso. 


%e° Mise Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her sriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


(1). There was no disguising the wretched fact—the brokers were in, and the water sobs choked the Old Man's reply, then he managed to gasp out, “The water—'” 
was cut off. Tootsie was in tears in her bedroom, and Mrs, Sloper iu hysterics in the “The water!” “Yes.” “Oh, keep me not in suspense;" “Is cut off!” “Oh, suy 
china closet, and the choice cuilection of glass tumblers, originally containing mar- not so!” “Alas! ‘tis true—and tkat is not all!” “Heavens! but goon. See, I a:n 
malade, were suffering. The only one who did not seem to mind the state of things calm!” “The man—”" “ Yes, what of him?” “Is in possession!” And here tie 
was that boy Alexandry ; indeed, he was rather glad than otherwise, as he had not Mouldy One fairly broke down. “Nay! bear up, old friend,” said Mr. Leopold Je 
been able to wash his face for some days, And the Wreck, how was he bearing it? Rothschild, kindly; “go, back the favourite for the Porter-house Steaks.” and Le 


No. 178.—Miss May BELMORR. At first he raved, and tried to drown himself in the cistern; but, alas! it was dry. | pressed a thick ‘un into A. SLOPER'S palm, adding, “it's a cert.”——(4). “ Bles: you, 

“ Be mine, dear heart, be mine!" — The Dook Snook. Then he essayed to tear his hair, but grasped only air.—(2). Then he abused the generous man!” cried the Eminent, and was away like the wind.—(5). * None cf 

“ How I love her none can tell, my little sweetheart May.” man in possession, and called him “ Destroyer of his domestic happiness.” Something i, gammon—Porter-house Steaks, be blowed! Wy, you old chump chop.” said the 

—Lord Bob. must be done! It was theday on which the wretched SLOPER had to interview sume- ky, *he was getting at you!” As usual, Lord Bob had to pay out the broker 4 

“Again enslaved! Love, thou art both the curse an! blessing of body. “Ihave it!" cried he, as if suddenly inspired,“ Rothschild !"——(3). “SLOPER man, “ Which,” said A. SLOPER, “he might just as well have done at the first onset. 
my existence.” —The Hon. Billy. —ALLY—what is the matter? Speak! Why that downcast mien?” Fora time instead of compelling me to lower myself by appealing to a Rothschild.” 


THE MEENISTER OFF COLOUR. 


the 


(2). Then Tammie MoParritch rushed in, and administered the 


(3). And when the blue fire and sparks began to fly, the dear, shocked Elder hastened 
Browside cure for melancholy. 


(1). “ Dear me, Meenister,” said the Elder on Sabbath morn, “ ye've been 
1.” away, saving, “ Discussions like that are abhorrent tae ma mild natnre” (7) 


atthe nepnermint again ve ould weasel. 


eee aE 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


It is with » heart bowed down with grief and sorrow that I address you this week, Ladies and 
Gentlemen. Barnum is dead. Yes, poor old chap, he has gone the way of all tlesh, and, although 
4 rival showman, he always had a friend in your humble servant. Well, well, death will claim us 
all some day. Forward, please.—A daughter brave, the other day, Protected daddy in this way :— 
Which was the donkey uf the two? I think the twa legged, which think you?—No room for brains, 


Vox-c6 + bpreberen-rikil« 


Foire -ould+ Scktilor 


- 


all face and jaw, The strangest man you ever saw :—The Queen and Fan''ly are, alas! Not in the 
Census, they're at Grasse :—The Cabmen gay assert that they Cannot afford large fees to pay :— 
Although Italians shriee and shout, They're in the wrong, without a doubt :—In Yankecland, the 
other day, Some cheese was dug from out the clay.—W hat is Prince Henry up to at Grasse,eh?) My 
AN SHOWMAN, 


centre illustration may throw some light on the subject.——THE SLOPER 


EASILY EXPLAINED. 


She. T say, Baron, you look awfully low and green, don't you know. 
He. Yea, I bave just been to see it (Lohengrin). 
(She don't understand. 


Ruth. Oh! I say, Mr. Fitzspoffin, there is Mrs, Mountrose, By-the-by, whatever makes her wear 
such a sad and melancholy expression ? 


He. Don't you know? Why, she’s the wife of an amateur poet, and is compelled to listen to 
the effusions of her husband’s—ahem !—mighty brain. 


MORE THAN HE COULD BEAR.” 
Mrs. T. Perhaps you can tell me why you married me ? 


Mr. T. (with ayony in his roice). Dou't tauut we, my darling -don't 
taunt me. 


SLOPER CASTLE. 
That noble ruin still attracts thousands of visitors. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


SOMETHING LIKE A WHALE! 

THE rumour in scientific circles that A. SLOPER has purchased 
the whale recently captured off the Wexford Coast for his World 
Renowned 
Collection 
of Relics, is 
on a par with 
the usual 
whackers that 
are always 
told directly a 
whale turns 
up. ALLY 
says he gets 
quite enough 
blubber from 
the Twins, he 
doesn’t want 
any whales, 
Besides, 
~ whales take 

up room, and, 
at present, it 
would be im- 
possible to 
enlarge “The 
Sloperies” 
sufficiently to 
accom modate 
the gen'el- 
man, Ano- 
ther matter, 


£8. d, has to 

‘ ; be considered 

when you go io for whale cas 2 it comes expensive. At 
present ALLY has nothing to spare. Youask why? Because “To 


enable you to compete for his £1,000 ©, you must show 
SLOPER that you have bought his paper for six months, therefore, 
commencing with “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” for January 
3rd, 1891, cut out the «rst paragraph in “Ally-Campane” from 
each week's paper, and keep the cuttings by you until June 27th 
1891, when you will have twenty-six in your possession, Then add 
two lines to complete the following Nursery Khyme :— 


There was an old Fossil named SLOPER, 


That unfortunate, fruity, old SLOPER! 


The dotted lines have to be filled in, and the first, and second, and 
third and fourth lines must rhyme. Write the Rhyme out on a 
piece of paper, with your name and address at the top, and post it, 
with the twenty-six cuttings, as soon after June 27th as you can, 
to “Slopers £1,000 Oompetition.” Don't post the 
Rhyme or any of the cuttings until you have the twenty-six—that 
is, one from each week's “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” commencing January 
3rd, 1891, and ending June 27th, 1891. To the writer of the best 
Rhyme will be awarded £1, . A, SLOPER, ever thoughtful, 
keeps Back Numbers in stock. +." 


‘Tis pity, and we are sorry to have to relate it, but it is never- 
theless true, that if young Jadies wish to preserve that healthful 
glow of countenance of which they 
are deservedly proud, and desire 
to retain intact those pearl like 
teeth which look so charming im- 
bedded in a pair of rosebud lips, 
they must deprive themselves of a 
luxury with which many have 
regaled themselves for years past. 
In other words, they must abstain 
from eating chocolate. The Yan- 
kees have it that chocolate not 
only decays the teeth, but entirely 
destroys the digestive organs. 
Take warning in time, then, girls, 
do not be tempted by the attrac- 
tions of the seemingly guileless 
automatic machine. Remember 
that within its interior lies a dan- 

er at which even the stoutest 

eart might quake. 


. 

THE Royal Institute people are 
experiencing feelings of relief 
because the portrait by Guido von 
Indianink of SLOPER's g¢ncestor 
Baalam Balsamini Sloper, who 
never rallied after an attack of 
Influenza in the pein of Stephen, 
has been placed in close proximity 
tothe Dustbin at “ The Sloperies.” 
Mr. Charles Green, R.I., while ad- re: 
corny Bony originality of the work, is of opinion that the paint 
could have been used on a street door to better advantage, 

ss 
es 

Mr. Bronson HowAarp's play, The Henrietta, is such a good 
one, 80 delightfully unconventional, so replete with novel situa- 
tions, clever stage 
devices, and.good 


lines, that the 
critics have, in- 
deed, been hard 


up for something 
to cavil at; and 
it is extremel 
laughable to fin 
how — of 
them professed 
to see hidden 
meanings in lines 
which the author 
frankly admits 
contain none that 
are not palpable, 
and deplored the 
fact that the ar- 
tistes did not 
seem to grasp the 
subtleties of the 
parts intrusted to 
them; and sym- 
pathized with the 
author accord- 
ingly, who has, 
however, since 
expressed him- 
self entirely satis- 
fied with the 
manner in which 
his work has been interpreted. So much for the value of the 
Higher or Intense Criticism. he Henrietta is far from perfect, of 
course, but it is a brilliant and fully deserved success. Accept our 
con 
for having secured for the Avenue a play which must prove a gold 
mine in more ways than one. 


tulations, Mr. Bronson Howard, and you, too, Mr. Lee, | 


SE 


| of money weekly for her main- 


| 


SoME extraordinary decisions have been the result of the ruling 
of the three judges in the Jackson case. Many magistrates have 
now decided, on the grounds that 
a wife can at any time live away 
from her husband, to refuse all 
as hanna for separations. This 
places the wife in a rather ditti- 
cult position. She cannot obtain 
a legal separation, because she 
does not require one. Result :— 
If she lives away from her hus- / 
band, instead of receiving a sum 


tenance from her husband, to 
which she was entitled under 1 
separation order, she is compelled 
to support herself. Truly the lot 
of woman is not an enviable one. 


Tue Hoary Headed Beacon is 
awfully pleased to find that his 
presence at a concert given at 
the “Hope Tavern,” Stanhope 
Street, N.W., on April 4th, for 
the benefit of the Printers’ Pen- 
sion, Almshouse and Orphan 
Corporation, has assisted the 
funds of that Charity. The Old 
Man conducted the choruses, and 
beamed benignly when the coins 
chipped into the “plate.” Fred 
Cooper, as usual, took the ratafia 
with his comic songs. We 
shouldn't like it to go any farther, but Mra. Ward, the hostess, was 
heard to say that if ALLY were only single, or even a widower, 
but, there—— “Ain't she re on yer, feyther?" quoth Alexan- 
dry, as they assisted the Ol Man into the Family Ambulance. 


s 

£1:1:0 and the “SLoPeER AWARD OF MERIT” have been 

resented to Mr. E. W. Rocers, author of “Hi sid hi ti,” 2¢ 

rove Lane, Camberwell, S.E., for the exact meaning of the words, 
“Hi tiddly hi ti" :—“ Hi, a word used to express Joy ; Tiddly, of 
Latin origin, and means any form of alcoho! ; J/i, as before; Zi, 
an abbreviation of tie; this particular tie is used to ti one Aé to the 
other Ai in my song.” *,* 


Ir will be observed from the list of moneys received this week 
for the “Christmas a 1” that the Tottering Editice has been 
landed for fifteen shillings. This financial crisis in the house of 
SLOPER was brought about entirely by the Dook Snook, who, for 
months past, has been saving up his surplus bullion, and who, havin 
collected the sum of seven shillings and sixpence, determined, 
after mature consideration, to give it to the poor of London. There 
is little doubt that the names of Snook and George Peabody will 
henceforth run neck and neck. ** 


A. SLOPER is decidedly partial to exhibitions, and he is, there- 
fore, looking forward, with mingled feelings of expectation and 
leasure, to the open- 
ing of the Royal 
Naval Exhibition at 
Chelsea, which takes 
lace early in May. 
n his mind's-eye he 
pictures the numer- 
ous delights that are 
promised, and his 
soul is filled with 
ecstasy at the 
thought of dimly 
iighted arbours 
where two is com- 
pany and three likely 
tO cause some un- 
pleasantness. 


Ld 

ALTHOUGH still 
suffering internally 
and externally from 
the effects of Easter 
Eggs and other 
things, the Eminent 
ran into the Maryle- 
bone Music Hall on 
Friday evening,April 
3rd, for ie =e 
urpose of seeing the 

rand Holiday En- 
tertainment. Wel- 
comed on the threshold by his old pa) W. B. Fair, F.O.S., the 
Mildewed One at once made un tour d'inspectiim of the houe, 
paying special attention to the arrangements made for mans 
requent refreshment. This ceremony over, the Ruin settled down 
to criticise the Show, which he found to be witty, graceful and, 
moreover, strictly proper. (M‘Dougall and Charrington, please 
copy.) Mr. Botting was presented with the “Sloper Certificate 
for Purity of Motive,” and every man, woman and child went 
home with a fresh aim and interest in life. 


THE Fleet Street Knee-Tremblér has very properly conferred the 
“Sloper Award of Merit” upon Mr. G. ELIN, because he stroked the 
Cambridge Crew. “'Elin-prove, too, as he goes on,” remarked 
the Eminent, as he fell over the doormat at “The Ship,” at Mortlake. 


* 

A. SLOPER was always fond of the “milingtary,” as Aunt Geeser 
would say, and there is little doubt that the feeling is reciprocated, 
hence it will not surprise our readers to learn : 
that Colonel Hadden, commanding the 4th V.B. 
the Queen’s Royal West Surrey, invited A. 
SLOPER to witness the distribution of prizes to 
that deserving regiment, and to partake of a 
very excellent and well served dinner after- 
wards. “ALLy's Haddenough anyhow,” re- 
marked Mrs. Sloper, as she helped the Old 
Man out of the coal-scuttle. 


* 

Visitors to “Anderton’s Hotel,” in Fleet 
Street. and especially frequenters of the Smoke 
Room ee, wil be struck with the utility ofa 
case which has recently been hung SP on the 
walls, and which contains two SLOPER Watches, 
Mr. Clemow, the roprietor, conceived the ex- 
traordinary idea that if these watches could be 
connected by a génertsed wire with “The 
Sloperies,” mean tine at Greenwich would soon 
become a thing of the past. Of course we 
raised no objection. What is the result? Mr. 
Evans, the genial manager of “ Anderton's,” 
gets to bed now at the right time every night, 
and rises with the Jarkinthe morning. Hesays 
it’s added at least ten years to his life. 


* 

AT a moment when artists are expecting the 
fatal word “ Rejected" by every post, it may not 
be out of place if we draw atteution to the fact 
that one picture at least is really hung at “The 
Sloperies.” Mr. Arthur Hacker's “Forsaken,” a 
the latest addition to“ Ally Sloper’s Art Union,” is now on view at 
“99,” and admirers of what the Hon. Billy calls “ pathetic beauty 
in the humbier ephere of life” should run in and fee it. We're 
always pleased to see you—come for the day, and bring your 
Eandeioties and your sister with you. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING APRIL 25TH, 1891, 
—~— 


19th April, 1770.—The following. is an account of what was 
cooked for an entertainment given by Sir Watkin Williams-Wynn, 
at Wynnstay, on this day. Thirty bullocks (and one bullock 
roasted whole), fifty hogs, fifty calves, eighty sheep, eighteen 
lambs, seventy pies, fifty-one guinea-fowls, thirty-seven turkeys, 
twelve turkey poults, eighty-four capons, twenty-five pea-fowls, 
300 chickens, 360 fowls, ninety-six ducklings, forty-eight rabbits, 
fifteen snipe, one leveret, five pots 421 pounds weight of salmon, 
thirty brace of tench, forty brace of carp, thirty-six pike, sixty 
dozen trout, 108 flounders, 109 lobsters, ninety-six crabs, ten quarts 
of shrimps. 200 crawfish, sixty barrels of pickled oysters, one hogs- 
head of rock oysters, twenty quarts of oysters for sauce, 166 hams, 
100 tongues, plum puddings, 108 apple pies, 104 pork pies, 
thirty beef pies, thirty-four rice puddings, seven venison pies, sixty 
pies, eighty tarts, thirty pieces of cut pastry, twenty-four 
und cakes, sixty Savoy cakes, thirty sweetmeat cakes, twelve 
ks of bacon, 144 ice-creams, 18,000 eggs, 150 gallons of milk 
sixty quarts of cream, thirty bushels of potatoes, 6,000 sticks o 
asparagus, 200 quarts of French beans, three dishes of green peas, 
twelve cucumbers, seventy hogsheads of ale, 120 dozen of various 
kinds of wine. There was also a great quently of brandy, rum, 
and shrub; salt butter cost £36, besides fresh butter; rock work 
shapes and landscapes in jelly and Eronomangy) a great quantity 
of small pastry, and one large cask of ale, which contained twenty- 
six hogsheads. Three coaches full of cooks were sent from 
London for the occasion, and it was estimated that at least 16,000 
people sat down in Sir Watkin’s park all at one time, 


20th April, 1828.—The Marquis de Grimaldi, who died at 
Genoa, a paper of this date says, left behind him an immense 
property. His will occupied nearly one hundred sheets, and con- 
tained many singular bequests. 


pes eteeaten Atlas tater it leet eee Sr 
2ist April, 1657.—“I stept into Bedlame,” says Evelyn 
under this date. “ where I saw several poore miserable creatures in 
chaines ; one of them was mad with making verses.” 


22nd April, 1871.—Mlle. Coruelie D'Anka made her first 
Londvn appearance this day as Prince of Boboli in Fulsacappa, at 
the Globe ‘Theatre. 


a a 

28rd April, 1784.—The malefactors ordered for execution 
on the 18th inst. were brought out of Newgate this day, about eight 
in the morning, and suspended on a gallows of new construction. 
After Lp oe the usual time, they were taken down, aud the 
machine cleared away in half an hour. 


24th April, 1694.—Evelyn, under this date, records: “A 
greate rising of people in Buckinghamshire, on the declaration of 
a famous preacher, till now reputed a sober and religious man, that 
our Lord appeared to hix: on the 16th of this month, and told him 
He was now come down and would appear publicly at Pentecost. 
« Greate multitudes follow'd this preacher.” 


* e * 


Soar cacao cease cee beatae Eee 
25th April, 1357.—In the Patent Roll, 31 Edward III, part i. 
under this date, we are told of one Cicely de Rygeway, consigned 
to Nottingham Prison for the murder of her husband Jolin, who 
held herself without food or drink for forty days. She bad her 
reward, for his Majesty, “moved by pity, to the laud of God and 
the honour of the glorious Virgin Mary, his mother,” “unde dictum 
miraculum processit ut creditur,” pardoned the said Cicely and 
ordered her liberation. 


THE GIPSY’S WARNING. 

As the sun was setting on Epping Forest last Sunday evening, 
a few young couples emerged from the gardens of the “Forest 
Hotel,” and turned their steps toward the station. As is fre- 
quently the cage, thereabouts, a gipsy woman apreceshed the 
picnicers, and offered, for a consideration, to tell their fortunes 

One of the married ladies of the party, thinking to takea rise out 
of the daughter of Ishmael, took off her wedding ring, and held 
out her hand to have the future read for her. Of course she was 
promised a dark lover, lots of oof, a happy marriage, a carriage and 
pair—and goodness knows what besides. Just then the lady re- 
produced and slipped on her ring right under the gipsy's nose, Her 
triumph was very short. 

“Ah! my dear,” said the brown eyed wench; “there's a many 
wears one o' them ‘ere as ‘as no right to.” 

Then the military band played. 
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INSPIRING CONFIDENCE. 
ALTHOUGH James Henry had assured the landlord of his 
cham: ers in St. James’ that his expectations were of the most 
romising character, there isa limit even to the patience of the 
ettor of furnished apartments, and James Henry's ‘tick * had 
reached it. It was a guecicn., therefore, of “ weighing in" with 
“a bit” or clearing off the ranche strategically, and, failing the 
former and putting the latter into execution, James Henry met te 
aggrieved creditor optic to optic. p 
Well, blest if I’d a b'leeved it of yer!" ejaculated the creditor. 
more in sorrow than inanger. “Then yer hexpectations, like yer 
hactions, was all bunkum?” 

In vain James Henry racked his temple of reason for an excuse. 
At last, however, inspiration came,aud he promptly delivered 
himeelf of the following heaven sent suggestion : ; 

“Look here,” he said, “all I’ve got in the wide cold world ‘sa 
shilling. Take it—take it—you want satiafaction—go and havea 
bob'sworth of search at my poor father's will in Somerset House 
and then retract the calumnies you have heaped upon me!” 

Juggins stood him for another quarter ! 

—— 


THE POISONED CUP. 

THERE were some very fine theatrical shows to be seen on 
Wanstead Flats last Easter Monday. We patronized one show 
where Eugenia; or, the Fell Pution was being enacted, and four- 
pence secured us a front seat. The agony of the piece was some- 
what long drawn out; indeed, we were anxiously awaitin the 
fatal drugging, when we overheard a little whispered colloquy 
between the heroine and her false love. 

t t V here is it?” she hissed, as she posed before the naphtha foot- 
ights. 

Ke 1 dunno,” he responded ; “I must ha’ overlooked the bottle.” 

“ Well—well—stab me, or somethink.” 

“ But I ain't got no knife.” 

“Oh, hang it ! kill me somehow.” 

For a moment he scratched his head and thought. Then, in des- 
peration, with a muttered, “ Die, vile woman!’ he raised his right 
toe and * © She faltered and fell, exclaiming, amidst loud 


applause— 
“And thus 1 die—by the hand of the poisoner!” It literally 
brought the house down. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£1 BO will 2 paid by Mr. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Pro- 

prietor of “ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY, to the 
next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl Railway Servants 
on duty excepted) who shall happen to meet with his or her death 
in a Railway Accident, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALP- 
HOLIDAY” be found upon. the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every zea reday morning at 8 o'clock, and the 
Insurance laste one week from that time, exptring at 8 o'clock 
the following Thursday morning. 


Saturday, April 18 1891.) 


SUNDAY BATH-OS! 


{In some provincial towns a crusade has been made against all workmen, etc., 


ing to go to public baths on Sundays.) 


IN certain bigoted rnral 
laces 


The car vieaked Chad- 


hut! boby 00 the Sabbah ? 
rai Stiggins and 


OS come bp the Bebe 


0.5 

Much horror display on 
their gloomy faces, 

And in very strange 
form they their 
iety show ; 

To such heights has their 
Sabbath - Idolatry 
Tisen— 

And their chests are 
choking with such 


dismay, 
That they'd take, if they 
dared, each toiler 


to prison 

Who wickedly bathed 
on the Subbath- 
Day ! 


REFRAIN. 
Yes, moaning like old 
Mother Grundy, 
They'd make such an 
idol of Sunday, 
That all true a they'd driveaway; 
And just now they're intense in their scathing 
Of all who on Sundays go coir 
They call it profaning the Sabbath-Day ! 


If this sort of thing goes on much longer, 
Britons won't dare to breathe or move ; 
If these Sabbath-maniacs grow much stronger, 
We shall groan in their grim, glum, gloomy groove! 
Though these Wild Sabbatarians are extreme ‘uns, 
‘Tis new to find Cleanliness reckoned a crime, 
And to find honest workers deemed doomed to the Demons 
For daring to bathe at that ne | time! 
And moaning like old Mother Grundy, etc. 


& 
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HE PROBABLY WOULD. 

[iE usual members of the Staff drop’ into the office the other 
afternoon in order to try and persuade the cashier to advance them 
sufficient filthy lucre to appease the cruel and ever-increasing thirst 
which consumed them. “Of course you will understand that with 
me it is merely a temporary difficulty,” observed young—— No 
we won't mention his name—that would be tea cruel. “1 coul 
put my hand upon £100 if I wanted to.” “Yes,” remarked the 
tame poet, who isa bitter and saturnine man ; “and get six months’ 
for it, eh?” Then the old proverbial felt silence ensued, which 
was only broken by one of them borrowing half a crown and lead- 
ing the way to the “ Arms.” 


SLOPER’S PRESENTS. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
what you are in want of, and post it to:— 


ALLY'S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London. E.C. 


*,* Applicants must write distinotly in left-hand corner of 
Encelope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


" Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” April 18th, 1894. 


Name. es 


AGG OSG ee ene 


Want ® 


© “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
220th WEEK. 


LIST FOR APRIL 4th. 


The following “ Presents" have been made :— 
1, MINNIE CONROY, 10 Day Place, TRALEE (Co, Kerry). 
A SEAL MUFF. 
2, EDWARD EDWARDS, 48 Portland Place, Clapham Road, 
AN ALARUM OLOCE. 


~ TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements will be inserted in this 
column free of charge, provided the 
Sender's Name and Address are inclosed, 
not for publication, but as a guarantee 
of good faith, Tootsie undertakes to 
orward, unopened and post-free, all 
letters received in reply to the adver- 
tisements, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


LONDON. 


M**: aged 20, fair, medium height, 

very pleasant and cheerful, wishes to cor- 
respond with yonng gentleman, from 25 to 30 
years of age. Must be tall, dark, and in good 
Position. Small private income preferred, Ad: 
dress, with photo—" May,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial 
Agency. 


AUBREY, aged 30, medium _ height, 
dark, and of an extremely affectionate 
disposition, would like to correspond with a pretty young lady, blonde or bru- 
nette. Please send photo (which will be returned or exchanged), and address— 
“ AUBKEY,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


Lavra (Aged 23). 


FAsy Y,aged 20, fair, lovable, and of good appearance, would 

like to correspond with a young man not over 23, Please inclose photo, 
which will be returned, in confidence. Address—* FANNY,” Tootsie’s Matri- 
monial Agency. 


A YOUNG GENTLEMAN, aged 25, height 5ft. 7in., very fair 

and consider d good looking, would like to correspond with a dark young 
lady not. over 23, Please send photo, which will be returned, to “Tom,” Tootsie's 
trimonial Agency. 


INNIE, aged 22, grey eyes, brown hair, good figure, thoroughly 

domesticated, would like to meet witha tall gentleman, dark prefe' 5 
with view to marriage. Kindly inclose photo, which will be returned. Address 
—" MINNIE,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


Two GENTLEMEN in Stock Exchange business, aged 24 and 25, 
4 tall and dark, desire to correspond with two young ladies, aged about 2). 
| § Inclose photos if possible, which will be returned, Ad —“ Max” and“ HARRY,” 

' Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


——_— 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


lvy HILL, MARGARETTING, INGATESTONE, ESSEX, 
March 2th, 1891. 
Dear Sir,—I must thank you most heartily for the picture, 
“A Scene during the Gordon Riots,” received to-day, I like it so 
much and shall always value it. In our quiet village it has caused 


quite a commotion. 
FLORENCE J. SMITH. 


Believe me, yours sincerely, 
Lonpon PAVILION, March 31st, 1891. 
CHANG-TU-SING wishes to thank ALLY SLOPER, Esq., for the 
honour he has done him by conferring upon him the “ Award 
of Merit,” which he much appreciates, 


19 RUE BEAUREPAIRE, PaRI8, April 1st, 1891. 
My Dear LITTLE ALLY,—Excuse, please, the familiarity, but I 
hate formality, and any friend of mankind must be a friend of 
mine. Seeing so very often written in your weekly journal the 
name of one of my countrymen for one of your sons, I feel assured 
that he must feel, like his father, a liking for us; and as I should 
like to become his friend 1 would feel happy if his father would 
make me one of his, as a step towards it. { should, moreover, be 
very baPPy indeed, if he would award me the Prize of Merit, and 
I think I merit it. What. foreigner do you know of, 19 years old, 
who writes a letter like this! 1 acknowledge I fearned a lot 
from reading “ SLOPER’S HOLIDAY.” With love and regards to 
Madame Sloper, Miss Tootsie and her nice little friends, Alex. and 
the little ones, Snook, Bob and Billy, Mr. McNab,and also friends, 
Uncle Boffin and Auntie, Snatcher, Toddles and the rest of the nice 
family, and remain 
Your little friend, who kisses youmuch, OSCAR AUFHOLZ. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 57.—HE Picks A FLOWER, 


SaID Mouldy-mug to Boat Oe: 
As Primrose Day drew T3) : 

“Though Beaconsfield’s a big, big bug, 
A bigger bug am I. 

So why should Dizzy boast a flower 
While I no flower can claim? 

Nay, let me wipe, this very hour, 
The stigma from my name. 

One tlower alone is meet for me, 
The fairest flower that grows, 

So sacred to the Wreck shall be 
The bonnie red red Rose! 


“Yes, red rose sweet and red rose bright 
And red rose pure am I, 

And, red rose like, a rich delight 
To mortals I supply. 

His springtime flower Jet Beaky keep, 
While summer wreaths divine 

Are, year by year, with worship deep, 
Conveyed to SLOPER'S shrine!" 

He spake, and sought his printer slick, 
And “ Print me off,” he cried, 

“Ten million billion handbills, quick, 
And spread them far and wide, 

To all on land and all at sea 
The glorious fact disclose, 

That SLOPLR’s emblem hence will be 
A bonnie red red Rose!” 


From London then he fared away 
Upon a three days’ spree, 

And on the morn of Primrose Day 
To town again came he. 

And then, oh! then, while SLOPER's proud 
Old head was hent with woe, 

He cursed his printer long and loud, 
He cursed him high and low. 

With posters large and handbills small 
The town was plastered o'er, 

But SLOPER's joy was turned to gall 
To read the news they bore. 

“ Henceforth,” the notice ran, which he 
Perused with poignant throes, 

“The emblem of the Wreck will be 
A bonnie red red Nose!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
CHRISTMAS APPHAL. 


*,* Subscribers of not less than Five Shillings will receive (post- 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A. SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £344 72, 9}d. 

F. MEYERS, 5s.; Per TOM EVANS (The Clown Prince), 6s. 64d.; JEMIMA, 1d.; 
“Dip,” 1d.; F.C. DROFFORD, 1s.; FRANK MARTIN, 1d.; G. P., 3d.; W. T. BAR- 
Low, 3d.; ARTHUR MEECH, ld.; “BaBa,” $d.; “DONNIMAR,” §d.; EDITH 
JUGPEN, 1s.; A. E. DINGLE, 3d.; MASTER ALEXANDRY SLOPER, ld.; THE DOOK 
SNOOK, K.G., 7s. 6d.; ALLY SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M., 158. 

Making a total received up to April 7th, 1891—£346 5s, 1d. 


PRIMROSE DAY. 
APART from that she keeps so green 
The memory of the noble dead, 
'Tis sweet to see the modest Queen 
Of Springtide Flowers benignly shed 
Her brightness o’er our city’s grime, 
And bear our thoughts away, away 
To river's brim and cliff sublime 
And woodland wild, on Primrose Day ! 


Apart from that she seems to call 
Our minds to him whose works and ways 
Provide a pattern for us all, 
A simpler lesson she conveys. 
Amid the sin that shrouds in gloom 
Our vast metropolis for aye, 
Celestial Purity may bloom, 
Like primrose wreaths on Primrose Day ! 


—_.—_—_— 


ANOTHER USE FOR IT. 

“ HAVE you heard of this new telephone to Paris, dear?" observed 
Mrs. Bloomsbury. “Oh, yes, dear,” replied Mrs, Bayswater; “and 
we do find it so useful!” “Indeed, dear! ejaculated Mrs. Blooms- 
bury ; “I didn’t know you had any friends in Paris.” “No more 
we have, dear; but we find it so useful for dear Maude; she's 
learning French, you know, and Mr. B. has hired the telephone for 
her for half an hour three times a week, so the dear girl can get 
the real Parisian accent, you know.” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

A GRAVE CHARGE—A sexton's fee. 

THE most fishy neighbourhood in London—Pickleherring Street. 

THE right sort of people to go toa “ Mass” Meeting—Roman 
Catholics. F 

LoNG AND SHORT—A hungry man at a cook-shop window with 
no money. 

Whar part of your anatomy is most beloved by waiters ?—The 
“tip” of your fingers. 

A Ki1N-DREAD FEELING—That which people entertain towards 
their poor relations. : ; 

PROVE by anagram that Mr. G. R. Sims is still in his prime— 
“ Dagonet "—“ not aged.” 

THE REAL ACTOR-MANAGEB—The Actor's Wife, 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY, 


BOLDEROCK. 
(A RoMAauNT OF YE OLDEN TYME.) 
Se a 


CHAPTER I. 

Bo.LpDEROCK, the Terrible, rested the chin of a gloomy face ona 
hand attached to an arm, the elbows of which, in turn, rested on 
the arm of a 
chair, which, 
to pursue the 
subject down 
to bottom 
facts, stood on 
an uncarpeted 
oaken floor, 

The chin of 
the gloomy 
face was Bol- 
derock's own. 
As the head 
and arm were 
also his, it 
would have 
been incon- 
venient to rest 
the chin of 
anyone else in 
such a posi- 
tion, 

To a super- 
ficial observer, 
the attitude 
suggested that 
Bolderock was 
suffering from 
a gum boil. 
But it was 
not a gum- 
boil; it was 
gloom. The mighty Bolderock, whose prowess in the tented field 
had won for him the name of Terrible, had black Care at his heart, 
and the care had saddened his face. That Bolderock was in a 
dangerously irritable state was apparent to even his retainers, who 
squatted in the corners of the huge and draughty apartment. Tho 
huge boarhound, which stretched at its master's feet, even seemed 
to be aware of his condition ; for it sought not to attract his notice 
by pushing its cold, damp nose into his hand, but merely lay idly 
prone, or at intervals furtively pursued the nimble flea through the 
intricacies of its shaggy coat. 

Bolderock's gloom pervaded the whole apartment—either that or 
a natural gloom of its own. The high rafters which supported the 
floor above were gloomy with age and smoke ; for the chimney, 
though wide and large, smoked most modernly. The tapestry on 
the wall was omy with dust and dirt, and the glass of the 
windows would have been dirty, probably, but for the fact there 
was none. The wind blew in at its own sweet will; for in 
medizval times the kind of old trousers worn was not adapted for 
stuffing a fap. 

Presently Bolderock lifted his head wearily,and yawned a mighty 
yawn. As he closed the portcullis of his face, he roared in a voice 
of thunder— 

“What ho, varlets! Bring me to drink!” 

Instantly a retainer sprang to the doorway, and in a moment 
returned with a huge taukard. Bolderock stretched forth his hand, 


Bolderock, the Terrible, 


Brained the retainer. 
quaffed a mouthful, and then, amid a splutter, he brained the 


retainer with the tankard. 

“ By my halidom, the villain hrought me water! Seer his flesh 
with hot irons. Did he think I was about to wash? Toss the 
knave's carcass into the deepest dungeon, and leave the carrion to 
rot! Bring me wine!” 

As Bolderock spoke the door opened slowly, and the aged steward 
crawled in upon his knees. 

“An't please, your dreadfulnes,” he slowly muttered, “the wine 
is out.” 

bs out ! Out upon thee, fora false knave. There was plentydast 
week !'” 

“Only one puncheon, dread sir; only one poor punchcon, and 
Sir Galahad FitzSmith was here since then.” 

“$'death ! so he was, Then bring me cognac.” " 

“ An't please you, sir, I ordered some ; but the vintner would give 
me none unless the last were paid.” 

“The base born wretch! Zounds! then bring me whisky or gin.” 
‘ “Alas, great sir! these comforting beverages have not yet n 

nvented.” 

“'Tis true, and pity ‘tis ’tis true!” muttered Bolderock. “Nor 
has lemonade with a stick in it, nor Bass, nor Allsopps. Then, bring 
me mead.” 

“The mead is also out, dread lord.” 

“Great Scott ! be there naught else but water, thou vile minion?” 


The aged Steward. 


“ Naught else, my lord, nor like to be, unless your honour organize 
a larceny at once. We've only two cows in stock, and of nritton 
we have only half a sheep.” 
(To be continued next week.) 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. | EYE SAY! | LONDON AND PARIS TELEPHONE. 


_—_ 
1 wn, 
Went MENT 


Wye: 


No, 199.— MR, ALF. Cooke, F.0.3, 

“And who the sugared almond is Alf. Cooke? Hush, gentle 
reader, prithee do not cuss, and pray remember that we are not 
responsible for your ignorance, whieh, however, we will now 
proceed to enlighten, "Tis trne our hero is not known in the 
theatrical world, neither is lis face a well known one at first 
nights, private views, in the ow, at race meetings, or any other 
of the places where literary, artistic, social and sporting celebri- 
ties upon occasions most do congregate; but Alf. Cooke is, uever- 
theless, an important personage —no less a one, in fact, than 
Mayor of Lewis and (bear up reader) colour printer to the 
Queen and we really forget how many members of the Royal 


y] 


psc PA hich hieoes Ned big arag jira pets ae “ Defective eyesight, it is alleged, is the real reason of the unsatisfactory way in | Mr. MacMoney (a dealer in cutlery) has at last screwed his conrage up to in- 
drag frem us. Our hero is vastly popular with all classes of which many servants perform their duties, and it has been suggested that mistresses | vesting 8s. 4d. in three minutes’ conversation with a French firm that he is 
society in Leeds — indeed many petty criminals have been known should go in for a liberal distribution of spectacles.” If so Us will probably be tue desirous of duing business with, “Tut! tut! tut! Confound it!! I have already 
to commit depredations under the very eyes of the myrmidons of appearance of the Swayger Servant of the future. | wasted a minute and a-half in trying to fil tie French for corkscrew. 

the law simply for the pleasure of receiving fourteen days at the = ae a a = a Far a a aa 


hands ¢ » genial Mayor. By his dependents he is held in re- ~ 3 t | 
Syeetiu sration, not unmixed with awe, aml to be entitled to MARY WAXETH ELOQUENT. 


le Washer to the Mayor of Leeds, or some similar 
title, after their names is considerel a passport to the highest 
circles of Leeds tiunkeydom, Chiefly becuse he'sa Mayor, and a 
kom Mayor, too, he was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award 
of Merit’ presented to him January 2ith, lvl." Debrett Ln- 
proved, 


INCLUSIVE CHARCES. 
Fare, Rather stiff, cabby, your fare for the dogs. 
Dues it include the horse ? 
Cabby, Stiff, dyer call it? Are the ‘ounds ‘ungry ? 
Tip us another deuce, and the ‘oss is your'n. 


wart? 
ip Fa in] 
W 7 7% Z (isi S A 
MAGISTERIAL DECISION ACTED UPON. 
Gent. You have been staring at me in the shop for the last 
five minutes, madam. 
Lady (snappishly). A cat may look at a king, T suppose, sir ? 
Gent, Very likely, ma‘’am ; but who told you I was a king ? 


{ Mrs, Malaprop. An answer at last, Vi. (To servant, haught.ly)—Is Miss Vancouver in? 
H Servant, Yes, madame, 
Airs. Salaprop. 1s she engaged ? 


Servaut, No, I dun't think so, madame— (after a panse)—but Tam. Till Clumps, the butcher, has but wait till I get married, Vil let them know. Til 
juss — (But this was more than Mrs. Malaprop's prule could stand. With a lovk ef contempt she keep my husband locked up ina back rvom, and feed 
pushes Mary on one side and disappears through the doorway. him on stale crusts and rain water.” 
THE RECENT CENSUS. “WHAT WE HAVE TO PUT UP WITH.” 


“SHIN-EE” CHEAP LABOUR. 
Drover. Gis a pen‘north, young ‘un, on these waukinphasts. 
Boy. Pen‘nth! strewth, it'd cost me more'n a brown for blackin’. 


“Oh, yes, I know whether you are male or female well enongh; but what I 
WHERE ARE YOU GOING TO, MY PRETTY MAID P don't quite understand is whether to put you down as Lunatic or Imbectle.” Rude Boy. Any ‘are sxins—rabbit skins? 
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